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| can't need you anymore 


Author's Notes: 
"You were my fire, so | burned, now there's nothing left of me." (Hesitate-Stone Sour). Inspired by this song, 
and in part by Angie-The Rolling Stones. 


Izzy Stradlin sits on the edge of Duff McKagan's bed, running his hands over his face. He's been in this position, 
legs crossed, eyes down to avoid the sun slanting in through the half-open shades, for at least an hour. He 
woke up fairly early today and hasn't been able to go back to sleep; his mind won't shut up, has refused to for 
days. He's depressed because he knows this thing he has with Duff, whatever the hell it even is, needs to end. 


Oh, how he wishes it didn't. But he knows this has to be the last time he wakes up like this, next to Duff, both 
of them naked, and gently untangles himself from the taller man's limbs, unless something changes in their 


relationship very, very soon 


He sighs and looks to the side, where Duff is sleeping peacefully, loosely hugging a blanket, his fluffy blonde 
hair spread out across the dark blue pillow. An inevasible wave of affection for the taller man washes over 


Izzy and he hopelessly attempts to suppress it. But God, is Duff beautiful, especially in the mornings. Izzy 


always wakes up before him and has spent more time than he cares to admit just admiring the bassist's 
handsome features while said bassist unknowingly dreams. 


Izzy gulps, swallowing his feelings as best he can. Memories of last night keep reappearing in his head, making 
this extremely difficult for him. He had already known this would be the last time last night, and he wishes he 
hadn't, because the knowledge that he would never again kiss those beautiful lips, caress that beautiful body, 
make that beautiful creature moan and shiver with pleasure, had tainted the otherwise mind-blowing 


experience for him. 


Duff must have known it too. The sex was beautiful, it always is, but it was melancholy, sorrowful, anticipating 
this morning in all its exquisite hopelessness. Duff must have seen it in Izzy's eyes, which had been filled with 
a level of remorse the blonde had never quite seen before. Still, the sex had been divine, made more so by the 
fact that it had been longer than usual since the last time because they hadn't had a chance to be alone for a 
while. However, once they had finished and Duff had gone to sleep, Izzy had laid awake with hot tears pricking 
his morose brown eyes, wishing desperately that he knew how to go on, clinging despairingly to whatever 
scraps they may have left, knowing full well he wouldn't find any. 


His final memory of one of the happiest periods of his life would be tainted forever. 


However, it had also been one of the unhappiest and most stressful and upsetting periods of his life. Which is 
why he knew the end was coming. He just couldn't deal with Duff's constant back-and-forth any longer. Every 
time Izzy thought he'd convinced the bassist to come clean about their relationship, Duff had gotten cold feet 
at the last minute and let Izzy down. Again. And Izzy can no longer take the constant cycle of getting his hopes 


up just to have them crushed over and over and over. 


They'd kept it a secret long enough. Izzy had always been understanding of Duff's fear of people knowing, heck, 
Izzy had felt it too, on plenty of occasions. Maybe if that had been the only issue, Izzy wouldn't have minded 
so much. But Duff made such an effort to cover up their affair that he continued to have meaningless 
hookups with random girls in a pathetic attempt to hide the truth from the rest of the band. And, given his 


reputation as a womanizer, that meant he slept with a lot of people that weren't Izzy. 


Sure, Izzy had pretended not to mind at first. After all, it had started out as only sex for them, as well. But 
then Izzy had started to fall in love with Duff, and he knew the same was true vice versa. Maybe they hadn't 
said it to each other in so many words, but they both knew. And the longer their affair went on, the harder it 
became for Izzy to pretend he didn't care when he came home at night to find Duff in bed with some chick. 


Some days it made Izzy feel like he couldn't talk to Duff without getting mad at him for it, so he began 
distancing himself. And Duff wouldn't stop cheating because his fear of getting discovered was stronger than 
his guilt, though the guilt was more than enough to start killing him slowly, so he became more and more 
distant, too. It got so that they know no longer know how to be around each other anymore, because nothing is 


okay, and neither of them can pretend that it is. 


However much they've grown apart, though, the love they have for each other won't just disappear, and they 


know this, too. So this whole time they've continued what they've been doing for months; hooking up, but only 
when they know nobody else can possibly walk in on them, pretending like their worlds aren't falling apart 
because of it. 


Duff's fear has evolved into an unnerving paranoia. It's like the longer they're together, the more ashamed of 
it he grows. Is ashamed the right word? Maybe not, but that's how Izzy feels. Like Duff is ashamed of him. 
And its killing him. 


Duff knows it, too, but he doesn't think he can change it. And every time one of them shows the slightest bit 
of affection for the other in the presence of other people, Duff either laughs it off or moves away from Izzy 
very quickly, until all the interaction they have left in public is awkward glances full of pain, frustration and 
longing across the room. The others have started to wonder whether they had a huge fight or something. 


Even what goes on behind closed doors has turned similar. Though they engage in the most intimate acts two 
human beings can physically engage in when alone, they almost never make eye contact anymore, and if they 
do, one of them looks away, brushing it off, pretending it didn't happen. What used to be so full of passion and 
joy and excitement has grown routine, boring, with each empty orgasm like a kick straight to the heart. But 
somehow their sex has also become more frequent, because all the times they used to just cuddle or have 
deep chats when everyone else was gone have been replaced by just sex. It's all they ever do, mostly because 
its a way to pass their alone time (which they must take advantage of since they get so little of it) because 
they can't find it in themselves to talk about their issues ever since they realized the true extent of their 
feelings. Everything that's been going on is getting between them. 


And both of them are terrified of the strength of their feelings for the other. Because, although they've 
become worryingly hostile towards each other, when they kiss, that same electricity is still there that has 
always been there. The feeling when they kiss is about the only thing in their relationship that isn't broken 


beyond repair, or contaminated by all their issues. And their fear of it is driving them apart even more. 


After such a night, in the mornings (the most peaceful times they have together), Izzy watches Duff for a 
while, often silently weeping, but always makes sure to get out of there before the bassist wakes up. Today, 
however, is going to be different. It has to be different. Because what they're doing is destroying him, and he's 
let it go on way too long because he's addicted to Duff, no matter how bad he is for him. But he's reached his 
breaking point, and he has to do something about it. 


All of this would go away if | could just get him to come clean with me, Izzy thinks bitterly. But he knows it's 
not that simple, because he's mortified at the thought of the others, especially Axl, finding out, too. He just 
loves Duff so much and misses simpler times so much that he would come out for him, sacrifice everything 


and lay his heart out on the line just so he could be with him and be happy about it again. 


Izzy takes a deep breath, shuts his eyes, rests his head in his hands. Then he feels some movement on the 
bed and he knows Duff is waking up, knows it's time. Now or never, he tells himself. He steels himself and bites 


his lip in an effort to prevent any possible oncoming tears. They're probably inevitable sooner or later, but he 


doesn't need to start out like that. 


Next to him, Duff yawns, stretches his arms. 


"Morning, babe." Despite all their struggles, Duff has never stopped calling Izzy sweet nicknames, and usually 
its reassuring, endearing, even, but today it just makes what he has to do even harder on Izzy. He gets out of 


bed and turns to face the bassist. 


"Hey," he mutters. Concern immediately fills Duffs eyes at the rhythm guitarists dejected tore. "Listen, Duff, 
we need to talk” Izzy throws Duff a pair of stale leather pants and his CBGB t-shirt, which were still on the 
floor from the previous night. Izzy himself is already dressed. His entire being is consumed by an overwhelming 


sense of dread, but there's no use putting this off any longer. 


Duff's eyes sink as he stands up to get dressed. Izzy waits for him to finish, not realizing he was holding his 
breath, then exhales and pushes on, giving him the ultimatum he knows the bassist can't fulfil. 


| can't do this anymore, Duff. It's out in the open or not at all" Duff looks up. Izzy is stony-faced, his voice 
steady, his expression cold and unforgiving. They've been doing this in secret for far too long and it's clear it's 


taking its toll on Izzy. Duff must realize this. 


"Izzy, don't do this. We can make it through, we always have." Duff pleads in despite, hurt evident in his eyes. 
Izzy has to force himself to turn his back to Duff. If he can see his anxious, angelic face, in particular those 
gorgeous chocolate brown eyes he used to stare into so much, he knows from experience it's going to be too 
hard not to give in, and he also knows he can't give in if he wants to keep his sanity. Not this time. 


"You can't just walk away from this so easily. | know you love mel" Duff's voice quivers as it takes on a more 
desperate tone. He's saying anything he can think of to get Izzy to change his mind. They've had this exact 
conversation, been in this exact situation a hundred times before, and this is the point where Duff now starts 


to seriously worry because Izzy hasn't given in yet like he usually does. 


Izzy is rapidly growing more and more frustrated. He does turn back around now, but avoids Duffs tear-filled, 


chocolate eyes at all costs. 


"God, Duff, can't you see how dysfunctional we are?" He crosses his arms for emphasis. Duff's despair gets 
stronger by the minute. He doesn’t know what to say. Of course he knows how dysfunctional they are. But this 
can't be the end, he isn't ready to give up on them. 


"But... but | love you. Can't you see that | love you?" He pleads once more, afterwards also becoming aware of 
the bittersweet irony in the fact that this moment is the first time he's ever said those words out loud to 
Izzy. Izzy feels tears start to sting at his own eyes and fights them as desperately as he can. He nearly 


chokes on them as he opens his mouth again after a moment or two of hesitation 


| need to save myself this time, okay, Duff? Can you understand that?" Judging by the look on the bassist's 


face, it seems he can't. "If we keep doing this I'm going to lose what's left of my mind. That's a guarantee." Up 


until now, Duff has been shocked and amazed and a little scared at how steady Izzy's voice was remaining, 
because maybe that meant he didn't care, but now the rhythm guitarist has started sobbing and he can't keep 
his voice from shaking any longer no matter how hard he tries, a moment of conflicting relief for the taller 
man. "Look, Duff... you're my everything. You were my everything. l. I'm sorry." Izzy's voice breaks on the last 
word and he turns to run out. 


"We can still make it! Izzy! Izzy, please!" Duff calls after him. Izzy quickens his pace, wiping angrily at his cheeks 
and attempting (but failing) to block the sound of Duff's silky voice out. He can't look back now. 


‘Izzy, you can't just walk away from me like that!" Duff, by now, has broken down completely, tears streaming 
down each cheek, dignity no longer an option, and his throat hurts from calling the rhythm guitarists name. 
"Izzy!" He hears the front door slam and his voice fades to a mumble, defeat becoming evident. He sinks down 
onto the floor and hugs his knees to his upper body, rocking back and forth in a vain attempt to calm down, 
still repeating the name over and over in a hoarse whisper. “Izzy. Izzy. Izzy." Sobs are wracking through his 
entire body, his gut aches with despair. "Izzy.." His voice trails off as the sobs take over. The only sound now 
is that of his weeping in the otherwise empty house. 


He doesn't know where Izzy's going, and he doesn't know when he's coming back, or what will happen when he 
does. Maybe Duff will try to change his mind one more time, but the sinking feeling in his stomach informs 
him that it won't do any good. Something inside of him, possibly his heart, tells him that this was his last 
chance and he's fucked it all up now. For some reason he had always thought Izzy would never leave him. Now 


what does he have? 


Emptiness is all he'll ever know how to feel from now on. Sure, their relationship had gone to shit, but it was 
still comforting to know that Izzy would stick by him through everything. Now that the rhythm guitarist has 
taken that away, and Duff's heart right along with it, he feels as though he has nothing. 


But Izzy has been empty for months, aware of the futility of his repeated attempts to make things better for 
them. He feels like he was the only one putting any effort into the relationship, and it drained him. The only 
thing worse than the end of something wonderful is the awful feeling of knowing something wonderful is 
doomed to end before it actually does. That complete and utter hopelessness is worse than anything, and 
though this break-up may feel like the end of the world right now, Izzy knows he'll heal eventually. Maybe 
never fully, but maybe that's okay. Who knows. 


For now, all Izzy can do is put a cigarette in his mouth and dry his tears as he strolls down the street to his 
favorite park to sit and not think for a while. When he returns to the house, he knows nothing will be any 
different than it has been for months, anyway. Awkward glances full of pain, frustration and longing across the 
room. That's all they have in everyone else's eyes anyway. At least there won't be a need for pretenses now, 


not even when there's no one else around. And maybe that's for the best. 


Maybe one day they'll be friends again, too. Who knows. Izzy hopes so. And while he feels guilty for leaving 
Duff the way he did, he knows he didn't have a choice. They just weren't happy. 


And nobody can say they didn't try. 


